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Editor Michael Lee King 


From the Editor 

Again we've come out with your help. 

Within this book we’ve tried to outdo ourselves by picking each others’ 
minds for new ideas and by listening and trying to implement your sugges- 
tions on how to improve our magazine: And once again you have come 
through with something we all can be proud of. 

In this edition we’ve tried to reflect the vast variety of taste within our 
community as well as its togetherness—togetherness of the administration, 
the faculty and staff, and the students. 

It is to you we dedicate this book. Yes to you, you, and last but not 
least, YOU. 

May God bless us all and assist us in our many endeavors. 

And may the ‘‘Spirit of the Eagle’’ within your heart remain, for without 
it your life would forever be lame. 

To you, my brothers and sisters, to you. 

“‘Us!!’’ I love it! 

Your brother, 
Michael Lee King 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Dedication to Darryl Dwayne Lindsey 
Renee Hood | 


How do I say goodbye 

To what we have had 

The good times that made us laugh 
Outweigh the bad 

I thought we’d get to see forever 
But forever has faded away | 
Its So Hard to say goodbye to yesterday. 


. .the ‘Spirit of the Eagle’ has been saddened by the loss of a brother, 
Darryl Dwayne Lindsey. 

The Ex Umbra staff extends its sympathy to Darryl’s family and friends. 
He shall always remain within our hearts, because his Spirit shall always be 
a part of the ‘Spirit of the Eagle.’ 

. . .Darryl, we love you. . . 


the Editor 
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Darryl Hylton 


3 Ex Umbra 


The Eagle Is No Common, Ordinary Barnyard Fow! 


EDITOR’S NOTE: This is a famous speech by Dr. James E. Shepard, 
founder of NCCU, handed down as his legacy to students of his generation, 
students now, and students yet to enter Central’s portals. The version 
printed here was related to Ex Umbra by Helen G. Edmonds, University 
Distinquished Professor, Emerita. 


Once upon a time an eagle egg got mixed into some hen’s eggs. They 
were put together in the hen house and the mother hen began to set, a 
Southern term for beginning the process of hatching her brood. For the re- 
quired time, she was patient in the performance of her duty, and one day, 
the eggs began to pip and out came the baby chicks and the mother hen was 
proud of her brood. 

One little baby chick began to look different from the rest. As this little 
bird grew it took on the other characteristics which were not associated with 
baby chicks. It flapped its wings and began to take small flights, one or two 
feet high, and cmae to rest on whatever was near by—not necessarily look- 
ing for the ground as its resting place. Days passed, the odd looking fowl 
grew and its wings began to flap and take higher flights. It was the only 
fowl in the barnyard that could fly. 

One day when his wings had grown stronger and he realized that the bar- 
nyard was not his home, he could no longer tolerate the lowly surroundings. 
The barnyard was not his home. One bright morning this little fowl who 
was an eagle began his flight. Up above the barnyard fence, up above the 
hen house, up above the barn, up above the treetops—up-up-up into the 
great blue yonder. There he perched on a mountain ledge and from that 
position realized that he was monach of the sky, monarch of all he 
surveyed. The eagle demonstrated the spirit of the poet who wrote: ‘‘I am 
the master of my fate. I am the captain of my soul.’’ It is because of this in- 
dependant spirit, this bold and daring soaring to the heights, this disdain for 
barnyard surroundings, and this disfavor for all that is low and ugly that 
caused our college to select as its mascot: ‘‘THE EAGLE.’’ And on the 
reverse side of the coin all the positive features such as master of the sky, 
the most powerful bird in civilization, the conqueror of his foes, the ability 
to fly with speed and swoop down upon his enemies and inflict damage, the 
keenest of all animals in this world, and the capacity to be ‘‘Number One’’ 
among the birds of the earth were the additional factors which motivated us 
to select the emblem of ‘‘THE EAGLE.’’ 

Each student of each generation is a proud Eagle. He and she can be no 
less. Their heritage is one of bravery and daring, of being first in ac- 
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complishments among all others, being of cool judgement and sound in- 
tellect, of being proud of one’s college, of being respectful of all persons yet 
regarding no one as your inferior or superior. One can tell a true NCCU 
Eagle by the way he walks, by the way he talks, by the way he comports 
himself or herself among his or her student body and among students of 
other institutions. 

The Eagle has been the standard bearer in some of the mightiest nations 
of the world. Julius Caesar of Rome who governed the entire Mediterranean 
coast nations, who went in Gaul (present day France), and who left such a 
legend that the mere name ‘‘Caesar’’ means power, had at the head of his 
armies the Roman flag, and perched above it was the emblem of the Eagle. 
Napoleon Bonaparte, in a later period of history, strode through like a giant 
Colossus, toppling heads of states at will—carrying the doctrine of the 
French Revolution, the right of man—had at the top of the French flag the 
symbol of the Eagle. The powerful United States with its military forces of 
air, army, marines and navy has perched at the top of its flag the mighty 
Eagle. Let these examples of greatness be yours. 

No one is more aware than [| that colleges and universities select as 
mascots for their athletic teams some aniaml. Whether the mighty Eagles are 
playing the Bears, the Tigers, the Bulldogs, the Pathers, the Hawks, the 
Falcons, the Bisons or whatever, whether in football, baseball, basketball, 
tennis or what not, let there shine ever in your memory that the Eagle, with 
his keeness of vision and mental alertness, can conquer any animal. The lion 
is considered the king of the jungle, but the lion cannot fly; he cannot do 
damage and make a quick departure. Oh, there are other birds considered 
ferocious, like the Hawks and the Falcons, but the Eagle eats hawks and 
falcons in his daily meal. In the presence of the Eagle the Bulldog stands in 
awe. He cannot do anything but growl and show his teeth, while the Eagle 
can swoop down between his back legs and tear him asunder. Eagles snatch 
lesser animals and fly them to their high mountain nest and devour them at 
will. All the animals I have mentioned can be tamed into domesticity, can 
become pets in one’s home—but not the mighty Eagle. He cannot be tam- 
ed. The lowly earth is not his home—only the blue sky and high mountain- 
tops accommodate his lofty ambitions. 

When you hear an American say that if he gets his hands on some 
money, he will hold it until the Eagle screams for air, what is he talking 
about? Whenever you get your hand on a dollar bill or a bill of any 
denomination, look on the back of it and find that proud Eagle. He is the 
symbol of our currency, and while those in other parts of the world say that 
the dollar is shrinking overseas, please know that in any international travel, 
everyone accepts United States paper dollars, are anxious to get them, and 
will plead for them in exchange for their currency. That Eagle at the top of 
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our flag and who adorns our paper money is the symbol of might and 
power, the symbol of financial strength, and stands out among all the 
money of the world. 

The students of NCCU are Eagles in every sence of the word. If in the 
sports, you are an Eagle. If in the classroom, you are an Eagle. If in the 
choir, you are an Eagle. If you tread the sacred grounds of our cam- 
pus— ground bought with sweat and toil in those early days when there was 
no state support—you are an Eagle, and you are Eagleland. Walk in digni- 
ty, stand tall and fear no one because you are an Eagle. Remember that the 
little eagle that everyone thought was a ‘“‘baby chick’’ showed his true 
character as he grew. The barnyard was not his home. His ambitions and 
goals in life were high, they soared like an Eagle. He could never be 
satisfied with low and degrading conditions. Just remember: ‘‘The Eagle is 
no common, ordinary, barnyard fowl. ”’ 
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It’s LOVE 
Effie M. Steele 


We are always searching for a new thrill or a new feeling 
to help make life worth living, 


The answer has been with us all along, it’s LOVE, which 


only comes by giving. 
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Gregory Davenport 
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I Love You 
Curtis Tyrone Massey 


Watching the sun and its golden rays, 
Reminds me of our beautiful yesterdays, 


A girl and a guy who did not know, 
That love between them would begin to grow, 


Talking, laughing, and writing letters 
Had soon put the two of us together, 


Sometimes our love was in serious doubt, 
But somehow everything seemed to work out, 


For the rest of our days I promise to be true, 
Because deep in my heart, I love you. 


Troubles 
Pumpkin L. 


T— is for the tears that flowed when I became pregnant. 
R—is for regretting that I went to bed with you. 
O— is for the obligation that I had to face. 
U— is for the unhappiness I felt cause it happend to me. 
B—is for the broken heart when you told me good-bye. 
L— is for the love I thought we had. 
E—is for the emptiness I felt deep inside. 
S—is for the sex that started all of my. 

TROUBLES 
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No Guarantee 
Brenda Idell Page 


Don’t expect results 
from your demands of me— 
Life promises no gurantees 
Tomorrows are 
different from todays and 
yesterdays are often obsolete 
So don’t take me for 
granted 
I might not be here tomorrow 
but chances are 
I might be . . . but 
Life promises no gurantees 
I could just be passing 
through 
or maybe 
It’s just that 
I didn’t really come to stay. 


Let’s Not 
Felicia McGhee 


When we can no longer hold each other and feel the love that was once 
between us—Let’s not 

When we can no longer look at each other and love—Let’s not 

When we can no longer talk without arguing—Let’s not 

When we can no longer make and produce more love between us—Let’s 
not 

When we can no longer truely love each other—Let’s not 

No baby, let’s not try to hold on to something that’s no longer there 

Let’s just say a beautiful goodbye and hold onto the memories that made 


our love worth giving. 
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Dear Ole NCCU 
Marilyn Rose Williams 


Was it so dear? 

Maybe so if you forget the long lines during registration. 

The time your SEOG wasn’t in when your bill was due or the time when 
you tried to sale your books to the book store and all you got was a third of 
what you originally bought the books for. 

But then again it was quite dear. Dear was the pleasant people you came 
in contact with. 

Dear was the various activities sponsored at NCCU; the interesting 
shows and speeches; the considerate instructor; the understanding 
chancellor; the great faculty advisor; the time you won an award; the 
various dinners sponsored for holidays. 

Yes, dear was the halls I entered to learn and departed with quite a list of 
Knowledge. 

NCCU was a combination of the enjoyment and frustration; bitterness 
and sweetness; understanding and misunderstanding; excitement and 
dullness. 

Yes, Dear Ole NCCU was a portable portrayal of what is out there in the 
business world. Therefore it accomplished its job and tried to help us 
prepare for the world 

NCCU you will all ways be dear to me. 
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Black Emancipation 
Felicia McGhee 


Hey! Mr. Black Man 


Listen to me, because 
I am Your Black Emancipation! 
You, I am your freedom 
When things get too rough on the outside 


I am here to hold you in my arms and 


tell you ‘‘Hey baby, I love you’’ 


I am the one who takes you to bed at night, 
the one who makes everything Okay. 


Yes me, me Miss Black Woman 


When you’re down, I pick you up, 
Yet, when you’re on top and making 
something of yourself 


Miss White comes along and gives you a glance 


Oh, How good that makes you feel 

Its Okay to feel good because 

You finally get good enough for her to 

Fall down off her pedestal and recognize you 


I don’t mind 

Just remember that I was here all 

the time and ask yourself which one of 
us truly belongs on that pedestal 


Yes, think Mr. Black Man and 


Listen to me because 


I am your Black emancipation. 
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Michael Lee King 
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Occasionally I Feel Lonely 


Occasionally I feel lonely. 

In a place full of souls. 

So many to reach to. 

But who will understand? 

Who will understand, 

That I have feelings? 

Fragile ones at that. 

All They care to understand 

Is that I am young. 

But you see, 

If God allows it, 

I’ll be getting older 

And living a life of my own. 
Years have passed, 

And I’m on my own now. 

I’m married to a wonderful man. 
I have two beautiful children, 
Which are symbols of love. 
With all the riches a woman could ever dream. 
I often take a journey, my chauffeur and I 
In any car I desire 

Botiswlh "6% 

Occasionally I feel lonely. 
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Pumpkin L. 
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I Won’t Be Back Again 


Emmanual Steven Bass 


Tell it to my sweetheart, 

That I passed along the wayside. 
Tell it to her so that, 

She won’t break down and cry. 

Tell it in a way, 

That’s full of laughter and not pain. 
Tell her that I’m sorry cause I’m leaving 
And I won’t be back again. 

Tell her to forgive me, 

For the times I made her mad. 

Tell her that I thank her, 

For all the times she made me glad. 
When she wiped my tears away, 
The times she brightened up my day. 
There was no other that could ever 
be special to me that way. 


Tell it to my mother, 

I know she’s taking it so hard. 

My mother loved me, 

More than I could ever be loved. 

Tell her that I loved her, 

And I hoped she loved me, too. 

There was never another woman that would do 
for me what she would do. 


You go see my grandma’, 

Cause she was the lady of my heart. 
Grandmother passed to me, 

All the things she had been taught. 
She was very close to me, 

And to her I was so true. 

Tell her not to forget that her grandson 
never stopped loving her. 
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So please, 

Tell it to my sweetheart, 

That I’ve passed along the way. 
Take care of my mother, 

Love her to her very last day. 

Lord bless my grandma’, 

Cause she loved and cared for me in so many ways. 
And Lord love these three people, 
Keep them closely by your side 
Cause I won’t be back again, 

But when I was here, | sure did try. 


* 
Be’ ag we 


Throw Down ~ Darryl Hylton 
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You Know Just How 


You know just how to cheer me up when I’m down and feeling blue. 
To bring my passion to its fullest extent known unmistakably by you. 
eYou know just how to cool me down when its been a hot and humid night 
only to take me once again on a seemingly endless flight 

You know just how, 

You know just when, 

the time is truly right, 

to love me, squeeze me, 

comfort and reassure me, 

You’ll never leave my sight. 

You know just how. 


Friend 
Marilyn R. Williams 


I look to you, for only you can comfort me, 

I call to you, for you’ve the answer, 

{ kneel and pray for you, for you brighten up all my tomorrows, 
I hurt when you hurt, 

So friend don’t ever feel you’re alone; 

As long as you’ve got me, a friend of your very own. 
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It’s All In The Mind 
Brenda Idell Page 


It’s all in the mind 
get your head together 
and you’ll understand 
what life requires 


You'll see the light 

You'll feel the way 

You’ll hear the music 

You'll smell the sweet scent of success 


Get into you, yourself, and You. . . 
See what you are about 
Then show the world what you found 
Then you'll have it all together 
Because 
It’s all in the mind. 
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A Black Man 


I look in the mirror; 
And what do I see? 
I see a tired black man; 
Who stares back at me. 


Yes, tired of coming home; 
Too exhausted to eat; 
And working two jobs; 

To barely make ends meet. 


Tired of the rat race; 
And the cold, soggy days; 
Tired of doing the work; 
And seeing others get praised. 


Although he is tired; 
This wise old back man; 
He still realizes; 
It’s part of God’s plan. 


Delton Eatmon 
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The Mistress and Her Lover 


She approached the room hastily 
In a long silk blue gown 
But then she laid upon her bed 


Her face wearing a frown. 


Her eyes were the color of fire. 
Her hair shiny as gold. 

Her lips were pink as a tulip. 
Her cheeks frosty cold. 


In her hand lay a sealed letter 
Which meant the end for her 
Knowing that if she opened it 
It would be hard to bear. 


She went day after day grieving 
Not knowing what it read 

The feelings were deep in her heart 
Her lover was now dead. 


When the day of grieving had stopped 
She tore into the note 

Upon reading the first two lines 

A knot rose in her throat. 


The next few lines read only death 
She knew that it was true 

But how could she face such disgrace 
Of the love she once knew? 
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Shelia D. Watson 
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How could she live without his love? 
So sweet, gentle and kind 

With him her life was in the lights 
Filled with joy all the time. 


She had to face the dilemna 
Of the sound tragedy 

For she had lost her true lover 
In a struggle for liberty. 


The grieving pains increased greatly 
She could bear it no more 

Her life had no sense of meaning 
She lay upon the floor. 


Their relationship had ended 

For both of them had gone 

But one day, they are sure to meet 
In a land theyll call their own. 
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Without You 
(Dedicated To: J.M.B.) 


Being alone I feel without you. 
A distant fire only to be stamped 
out with; broken dreams 

Tragic incidents I cannot erase 

or ask forgiveness. 


I try to replenish our love; only 
then I realize the unmarked 
memories of a sad heart. 


No longer | feel pain or perceive 
love... for hate I am lonely. 


Time engulfs us not to wait 
for anyone. With this I lock 
In my mind memories of the 
last time I touched you; 

But now I can’t because 
somewhere in this world- 
you are without ME. 
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Loretta Renea Davis 
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Brother, Let Me Live My Dream 
James Thomas Webb 


Stop! Hold it! Look into my eyes. Can you see them? My dreams, my 
ambitions . . . do you know my future? Well then! Let me dream as I 
please! Let me be what I want to be! Let me live MY DREAM ... . that’s 
right; LET ME LIVE MY DREAM. 

Too many people in society today have been deprived from their privilege 
of being what they wanted to be in life, simply because of an inscrutable, 
obliterating, stumbling block known as the ‘‘inferiority complex.’’ This in- 
feriority complex is perpetuated by the kind of people in society with 
negative views on life. The kind of people that insist upon setting patterns 
by which they want you to live and die by. The kind of people that kill 
dreams. 

Think for a moment! Have you ever had a dream in your life that you 
wanted so badly to achieve until someone came along and told you that the 
odds were against you? Then, all of that ambition that you once had just 
turned into doubt and anger. You were doubtful of yourself because of what 
that person had said and you were angry at that person for making you 
doubtful. I think Sarah Grand elaborated on this very well when she said, 
‘Our opinion of others depends less upon what we see in them than upon 
what they make us see in ourselves. ’’ 

People, Just because we're confronted with these kinds of attitudes in 
society doesn’t mean that we should let our dreams crumble and ematiate. 
We should be steadfast and immovable and tell those people, ‘‘Hey, let me 
live my dream.’’ Then tell them from whence you get your confidence. 

A young man by the name of Mike had a dream one day. One day, he 
wanted to go to school to be a lawyer and one day-become the president of 
the United States. So, one day, he decided to ask someone about his dream. 
He went to a well distinguished man in society named Mr. Thomas, and he 
asked him what he thought about his dream. 

Mr. Thomas looked at the young man and said, ‘‘Son, I don’t mean any 
harm, I don’t mean any harm now, but are your asservations expiating 
spawnfully? Do you know what you’re saying? . . . Is anybody home? 


Son, I don’t mean to kill your dream, but there are a few technicalities we 


must consider here. 


p tae } 
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‘First of all, your mother and father . . . they’re not that financially 
equipped, and secondly YOU son, you’re not that bright of a kid, and 
thirdly . . . .’’ Then the young lad stopped him and said, ‘‘Thanks, but I 
must be going now.’’ Then the young lad went off with doubt and anger in 
his heart because of what the man had said. Then, all of a sudden, this 
wonderful feeling ran through his body and he jumped for joy and he went 
back to the man and said, ‘‘Sir, you’re right. No, my mother and father . . 
. they don’t have that much money and me . . . no my grades in the past 
weren't all that good, but sir, Let me live MY DREAM!’’ Mr. Thomas 
said, ‘‘Well son, just what gives you this crazy idea?’’ Mike replied, ‘‘Sir, 
I don’t know whether it’s crazy or not, but I know that I can do it because I 
have faith in myself and in my Father who told me that anything I ask in His 
name believing, He would give it to me.’’ Mr. Thomas asked, ‘‘Well son 
what father is this . . . the one that only makes 15 dollars a week?’’ Mike 
replied, ‘‘No! This Father, they call Him Jesus.’’ Mr. Thomas said, ‘‘Oh, 
oh, I—I’ve heard of Him, but I must be going now.’’ Then Mr. Thomas 
went on his doubtful way and the young lad went on to continue to expiate 
to the zenith of his endeavors because he was going to live his dream and he 
knew from whence he had gotten his confidence. 

People, I don’t know what your source of confidence might be, but if 
youve lost your dream along the way, find that source of confidence, grasp 
it tight, and go back, and find that dream, put it into your heart, and make 
that dream become a reality. Whenever you’re confronted with these kinds 
of attitudes in society, tell those people that you are a child of the universe! 
. . . Tell them that you were created equal with every man on this universe 
and then pull them to the side, and show them that you care. Ask them to 
bow their heads in a sweet soft prayer. Ask God to come down and lay a 
blessing upon their heart. Ask Him to take those negative attitudes and to 
make them part. Then, look your brother straight in to the eye and lift him 
up. Lift him up, lift him up, lift him up high and tell him, ‘‘You’re not 
heavy because you’re my brother, but let me live my dream, just let me 
move on a little further. 
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Doe 


Yesterday is gone 


And 
We’re still here. 


Effie M. Steele 


In yesterdays, we got up when the Rooster crowed at the crack of dawn; fed 
the animals, milked the cows, picked fresh fruit, and never a yawn. Today 
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the Alarm wakes us and the smell of coffee already brewing gets us out of 
bed. 

And we step under streams of running water in a tiny stall, then rush to 
leave home without being fed. 


We used to grow all our food, make our dairy products and raise our own 
meat. 

Now we worry about how long it’s going to take the beans from the can to 
heat. 

And Grandma and Ma used to cook all day on Saturday for Sundays’ meal. 
Today, we’re at Jacks’, Morrisons’, and K&W, on each others’ heals. 


We used to tell the noon hour by the position of the sun in the sky. 
Now we watch clocks, wasting our lives as the minutes tick by. 

And we used to welcome noon time so we could grab a bite, and from our 
labors, rest for a while. 

Now noon time means gobbling down a pack of nabs and a coke to have 
time left to run a mile. 


We used to rush from the fields at the set of the sun, to get home, eat sup- 
per, and listen to the... 


Oh, what fun!!! 
Now we rush off jobs to sit in traffic jams, 45 minutes to an hour, 
To get home to jog, ride bikes, and eat pastries made from bleached flour. 


We used to enjoy having the family get together in the living room to watch 
Pa and Grandpa play checkers. 

Now we sit up all night tensed and scared, wondering whether it’s our son 
or daughter who will need a wrecker. 


We used to share with our neighbors everything we had as our own. 
Today, we worry about his character and about him breaking in our home. 
And we ride, afraid to give someone a lift, even though we have a gun in 
our cars. Instead of like yesterday, with peace of mind, and only the light 
from the moon and stars. 

Tell me please. ..somebody please tell me what’s so good about our Modern 


TODAY. 
YESTERDAY is gone, but we can still make it if we let GOD lead our way. 
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Solstice 


‘‘,.. we're coming out” 
The Match 


I was grown in a forest a tall, strong 
pine. 

Cut down and stripped when I was prime. 
They took me to a factory; 

Where they used each and every part of 
me. 

One part of me was used for a wall. 
Another part on the floor of a hall. 

The dust of me they did compress, 

And made it into a teacher’s desk. 

My sap was used to seal and patch 

And what was left of me was made a match. 
And as a match I was placed in a store; 
Not knowing that I would see my home 
Once more! 

For as a man was buying cigarettes, 

A box of matches he did get. 

And in this box I did dwell. 

With the power to start a flaming hell. 
Now this man went on a camping trip; 
And he craved to have a cigarette on his 
lips. 

So he took out a cigarette and took hold of me, 
And all around me forest was all that 

I could see. 

He struck me on the side of my head. 
Then everything began to turn red. 

He threw my body to the ground. 

The heat of my fury touched everything 
around. 

The birds and all took flight in fear. 

My fire made everything disappear. 

And now there are but charred remains. 
Life, Peace, and Beauty my fire has claimed. 
Now I’m in sorrow for what I’ve done. 


My life, my home, everything is gone. 
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The Painting 
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Who’s In the Mirror? 
Effie M. Steele 


Is it a friend or foe, 
or someone you know? 


When you look in the mirror, who do you see, 
Someone you like and feel proud to be? 


Has the person done all he could 


And if asked, has said he would? 


Is it a positive person or a negative thinker, 
Are you often contrary or do you try to concur? 


Is the image you see what it ought to be, 
Or do you wish it was not you, the person you see? 


If you are not happy with the person in the mirror, 
Maybe you need to come down off your self-built pillar. 


If you are not statisfied with what you see, put Jesus on the inside, 
Open the door to your heart, open it wide, 


And let His light shine through, 
He will light up the person in the mirror, which is YOU! 
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Morning 
Lonnie Davis 


I wake in the morning, 

As I normally do. 

But the sun didn’t shine, and the birds didn’t sing. 
And all through the day my mind 

was on unpleasant things. 

Why was I troubled, what was missing 

from my day? 

I thought, I pondered, I wondered; 

But nothing came to mind. 

Then, deeper than my most deepest thoughts; 
Somewhere hidden behind countless unpleasant 
memories came a lone thought. 

A thought far removed from the 
consciousness of everyday life. 

A thought too far to reach by conventional 
means; why so hard to reach? 

This thought lay not in my mind 

but in my heart. 

The thought is of you, you see 

the heart knows no lies, and my 

heart knows of you. 

You can make the sun shine, the 

birds sing: and you can make me 

think of pleasant things. 
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The World 
Marilyn R. Williams 


Gods’ creation of a space for his creatures; 
A place enriched with many treasures; 
A place for each to find companionship; 
A place where we can lead or follow; 
A place where we can look forward to tomorrow; 
A place to wake up to the morning sun; 
A place where our life will end, just as it had begun. 


This Special Person 


Emmanuel Steven Bass 


There is a special person 
that is a part of me. 
This place is down inside 
and there it’ll never flee. 
This person is so special 
that I could never say. 
Just to be close to this person, 
to be with her a day. 
But though this special person, 
does not see things my way. 
She knows how much I care for her, 
and that goes a very long way. 
Though things are not all perfect 
between me and my special one. 
There ’ll always be a place for her 
to cuddle up in my arms. 
But no matter what happens to us 
I want this person to do 
Whatever makes her happy—the most 
remembering—I’m always thinking of you. 
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Ah, You Understand 


I feel terrible 
As if I have betrayed you 
Even myself. 


I’m sorry 
I was so eager 
So afraid, so indecisive. 


Forgive me please 
I’m young, very free-hearted 
So care free. 


You question me 

Hey, what do you want? 
Do you really want this? 
Or do you want that? 


Leave, let me make my mistakes 
Let me discover myself, my inner feelings 
Let me learn my wants 


And I will BLOOM. 
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Lonely 
Curtis Massey 


Sitting here alone, quiet and still, 
Thinking of you and how I feel 
Remembering your sweet voice saying goodbye, 
And telling me over and over, ‘please don’t cry’. 
There is a feeling of emptiness within my heart, 
Wishing and dreaming that you did not have to part 
I see your face everywhere I go, 
But reality keeps telling me no 
I know you will soon be back here, 
But for now, I sit alone, quiet and still. 
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Out of the Shadows—Into the Light— 
(A Painting) 
Michael L. King 


The painting that occupies the centerfold is a dream come true for the Ex 
Umbra staff and I. It best illustrates our motto, our reason and our purpose. 
It is through this painting that we hope to reach everybody who sees it, so 
that they will know, understand and see that we are constantly coming out 
of the shadows into the light—that we are unstoppable, that we are 
EAGLES, that boundaries to us are but mere spiderwebs trying to avoid an 
‘Eagle Confrontation.’ For the web wish not to ‘cease to be’—a boun- 
dary—to the non-Eagle weaklings. 

The subjects embossed on the Eagle represents the complete Eagleland 

community, from the man who had the dream—Dr. Shepard—the reality 
of his dream—the students in the light, many generations after his depar- 
ture. 
From this picture we hope to radiate togetherness—a closeness. To per- 
manently engrave within your apperceptive masses— together we will over- 
come the greatest ‘web,’ for we are Eagles. We are the spirit. Within us 
there is an incomparable, insurmountalbe Force—a force that defies mother 
nature herself in time of concern. 
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The Subjects: 


The Bird . . . The Eagle 

In the Dark 
The Statue . . . The Founder, Dr. James E. Shepard 
The Lady . . . Historian, Dr. Helen G. Edmonds 
The people . . . Eaglings, 


The Light 


The Head . . . Chancellor, Dr. Albert N. Whiting 
On the Wing . . . Assistant Professor Earl Sanders 
The people . . . Eaglings, 


This painting is the work of the distinguished young artist, Nathan King, 
ike 

Nathan is currently enrolled at Livingstone College, a liberal arts college 
located in Salisbury, North Carolina, as a senior music major with a concen- 
tration in voice. 

He is a member of the Rowan County Art Guild and frequently par- 
ticipates in art shows sponsored throughout the United States, with 
representations of his works housed in the Metropolitan Art Museum of 


New York, New York. 
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Finale 


As rainbows fade 
and memories drift, 
and Time speaks in 
the gentle murmur 
of 
falling autumn leaves- 
remember. . 
The jeweled sunrise; aureate 
waves splashing upon 
nestled chin, upon silken thigh; 
tender caress and body-close 
moment; sweet, sweet wedding 
of impassioned eye, 
Colored sunsets in brilliant array, 
stripped, shrouded by 
gathered dusk and falling dew; 
the curtain of night dims 
love’s glow, and fills the heart 
with mystic hue. . . 
remember. . . 
Time persists though 
the phoenix sleeps, 
curled, as a babe, 
upon Nature’s breast; 
tomorrow beckons, and 
the phoenix wakes not, 
burrows deeper, 
ever deeper, 
amongst the cold, silent ashes 
of misbegotten dreams. . 
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Time 
Ernest Walker 


Time is the grand illusion. 
It appears forever 
But suddenly slips away. 


I was caught in the confusion 
When my one tomorrow 


faded into yesterday. 
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Tim 
Michael Lee King 


. . . This morning was unusal. It just didn’t feel right as if something 
was going to happen. 

For a month now this feeling has been coming over me off and on. But 
only this time, it hit me harder than ever. Trying not to let it bother me, I 
got out of bed, washed up, and began to dress for the first day of school. 

I woke up my little brother and sister, Ricky and Annette, so that they 
could start dressing. I started to my little cousin, Tim’s room, to wake him 
up, but grandmother beat me to it. 

‘‘Tim, get up and dress for school.’’ Tim, already up and getting dress- 
ed, answered, “‘Okay Big Mama, okay.’’ 

We all ate breakfast and talked for a few minutes. Then, after receiving 
our snack, we went out the door and raced part of the way to the bus stop. 

After a few seconds of quiteness, Tim broke the silence saying, ‘‘Frankie 
I can’t wait till I git to school. I’m gonna be good, and I am gonna make the 
goodest grades in the class.’’ 

I tried to ignore him, but I knew to ignore a six year old boy wasn’t prac- 
tical, so I started a short, but good argument. 

‘‘Tim, if you even make a ‘C’ that will be good for you. But I know, 
and you know that you will make that beautiful ‘E’.’’ 

He went for it and said, ‘‘You just wait Frankie, wait I’m gonna show 
you. I can do it, I know because Mama told me. She told me I had the 
potential of a man. Frankie, what does potential mean?’’ 

I started laughing and he did too. So as far as I was concerned, | didn’t 
have to answer his question. Even if I had wanted to answer him, he would 
not have given me the chance because he laughed that much harder and 
started running up the road to the bus stop which was located a few feet on 


the other side of the highway. 
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When he got up to the road where Annette was standing, the school bus 
was approaching at a distance. Tim started shouting, “‘Loo-look here it, 
here that big ‘lellow’ bus come wit a lot of us boys my age.”’ 

What I didn’t know was that Annette had started across the road and 
Tim was still standing there shouting with glee, while a car was appoaching 
fast in his direction. 

I spotted the car just a little too late. Before I could finish saying, ‘‘Tim, 
Ti, Ti, Tim, watch out! Get back! That car! Watch out!’’ The car had 
already hit Tim and sent him sailing through the air, turning and spinning 
until he landed about twenty feet away. 

My heart jumped and skipped a few beats. I was spellbound, paralyzed 
and hoping that through some fantasy someone would say that wasn’t Tim 
lying there unconscious, that it was a log—something, anything—just as 
long as it wasn’t my Tim, our Tim, everybody’s Tim. 

My sister and brother were screaming at the top of their lungs, running 
and stopping until they had reached the house and told my grandparents. 

The boy who was driving the car didn’t get out. He was just sitting in his 
car, shaking, scared to death, wishing that it was he lying there, not that 
little helpless six-year-old boy. 

‘‘Oh God, why? Oh God, please, Father, don’t let him die. Please 
don’t.’’ 

He couldn’t finish his sentence before he broke down, crying, and 
pleading as if it was going to change Tim’s situation. 

Soon my kin were kneeling beside Tim. Some were crying and fainting. 
Others were ready to kill the seventeen-year-old who had just hit their 
precious Tim. 

‘Jesus, please; Father, please don’t let him die. Don’t God, Why? 
God, I’ve served you all my life and . . . ’’Before my grandfather could 
finish, the ambulance men were pulling him back. Not one, but four, 
because my grandfather Luckey was a man, a real man. 
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Tim was placed on a stretcher and put into the ambulance. Off they 
went, sirens and all, to the emergency room at the hospital. 


... Two hours later. . . 


‘Nurse, bring me the medical chart on Timothy Ray King.’’ 

‘‘O.K. Dr. Bailey, I’ve got it right here.’’ She looks over it in amaze- 
ment. 

‘‘Nurse come here for a minute. 

You mean to tell me that this little boy has two broken legs, two broken 
arms, his rib cage smashed, and a fractured skull and he’s still living!’ 

‘‘Of course, doctor, of course.’’ At that moment another nurse runs in. 

‘Dr. Bailey, Dr. Bailey, the ... the... the heart machine is slowing 
down on Timothy Ray King.’’ 

‘‘What!’’ They run down to the emergency room. Tim’s mother is 

taken out of the room, and the nurse locks the door. 


Timothy Ray King 
Died September 11, 1970 
. . . He never made it to school, but you did. 
You should be thankful—take advantage of your gift, you may not have it 


for long. 
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Beavers’ Paradise 
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Days 
Weeks 
Months 


Pass so quickly. 


Flowers 
Buds 
Bloom 


Die. 


Lovers 
Attract 
Romance 
Seperate. 


What Would the World Be Like? 
Patricia Hicks 


Life goes on and knowledge grows. 
People change so suddenly 


Never to return 


Always finding something new when confronted 


with a mirror. 


Soon the ponytails leave 
and instantly a woman is born. 


A man. 
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A son, 


A father. 


We come and go rushing for our first bra, 
car, 


high-heel shoes. 


Nobody is content with one day at a time, 
cookie, 
or man for that matter. 


People are so selfish, 

only concerned with what they do not have, 
label it as a ‘need’ 

and the ‘needs’ grow and grow. 


Discontentment festers like an unattended sore, 
corruption set in and soon a soul is lost. 


Materialistic ‘needs’ so foolish, 
earthly pleasures so silly, 
yet, such an inescapable reality. 


What would the world be like if selfishness 

was replaced with generosity, 

materialistic ‘needs’ replaced with spiritual ‘needs’, 
earthly pleasures replaced by tranquility and contentment? 


Happiness and Love for one’s fellow man would be all. 
The world could be pieced together like a puzzle 


and the picture would reflect the essence of paradise which was intended for 
us in the beginning. 
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I’ll Be Good Mom 
Milton G. Davis 


As I sit here, the act of love consumated—if you can call thirty minutes 
with a prostitute an act of love—I wonder if it is worth it. The murky sky 
that I just left makes a sharp contrast to the seductive ladies and the movies 
that reek with carnal knowledge. 

So once again I sit alone, spent, my money spent, all for one moment of 
feigned ecstasy. The radio forces its message on me through something so- 
meone so inappropriately called disco. ‘‘Now I understand myself . . . The 
beat goes on . . . There’ll always be someone new. ’’ 

For me there will always be someone new for there have been and will be 
many nights like this as I search for that non-existent feeling. It never comes 
when I do. Still I look for it in seductive massage parlors, in sleazy hotel 
rooms on a rat-infested mattress, or in some so-called respectable woman’s 
bedroom. Always it’s the same thing. There is one moment of ecstasy and 
then emptiness, guilt, and ultimately loneliness. 

I am always afraid that one day I'll awake and find that I can’t perform 
the one act that should mean the most to me but has been degraded and 
debased simply because it has been performed so many times with the 
wrong people and in the wrong places. Then I'll really be alone, for the one 
thing that makes me a man will exist no more. Then no woman, which is 
what I really want out of life, will need or want me. 

So slowly I am lured into a deep sleep by the radio’s music which has 
suddenly become the peaceful sounds of Herbie Hancock. 

I slowly come alive, awakened by the loud boisterous voices of the men 
as they trample in for their early morning ‘shot.’ 

One day Glennie is going to get busted. I just know she will but I can’t 
conceive of such a good-hearted woman ever going to jail for making a few 
weary souls happy because they were for one moment full of Schmirnoffs’ 


Vodka and Canada Dry Gin. 
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RINGGG! RINGGG! The phone jolts me into a full awakening. Bolting 
out of bed, through the door, stumbling over a pile of books in the middle 
of the floor—I get to the kitchen just before my landlady calls me. 

‘‘Hello. Oh! Hello, Mama. Yes I got the money. I have to pay my rent 
tomorrow. I know I am spending too much money. Bought you a purse, 
Mom. What? But, Mom, if I don’t spend it on you I’ll just waste it up. 
Drinking? Oh no I haven’t been drinking any liquor, Mom. How’s Daddy? 
Tell him I said hello. Yes, I know its my responsibility to be good, Mom. 
I'll be good, Mom. I’ll be real good. Goodbye now, Mom. 

Hanging up the phone I survey the small, dingy, dimly-lit room now full 
of people I had been oblivious to just moments ago. ‘‘I don’t think I’ll go 
to class today, Mrs. Scott,’’ I mumble hoping she won’t scold at me. Then, 
like a mouse trying to escape the sure death of a cat’s menancing paw, I race 
back to my bedroom. Pushing back the wrinkled mussed sheets and 
blankets, I fall heavily on the bed with a loud thud—alone again with my 
thoughts. 

Let’s see now. I have a test Tuesday and a test Monday. I have to go to 
the hospital Wednesday to get my weekly dose of drugs and, yes, I have to 
call Sylvia. I really do have to stop spending so much; I’ve got to start 
thinking about my future. 

‘Partly cloudy and sunny,’’ the radio tells me as I drift in to a state of 
self-induced hypnosis. As the radio rumbles on, I begin to think of what I 
am going to do for another day. 

Suddenly, I spring out of the old bed. ‘‘I know just what I'll do,’’ I say, 
half to myself and half out loud. Simultaneously | reach for my favorite pair 
of blue jeans and my comb. Looking at the carpet, its green lustre dulled by 
so many years of wear, I am reminded of the grass back home. I used to 
walk around on that same grass with Mom and let the stubbles of freshly cut 
grass and various weeds tickle my feet. Mom would always tell me never to 
walk outside without any shoes. You know you'll have to wash your feet 
before you go to bed, ‘ ‘Skillet. ’’ That’s what she always called me, affec- 
tionately. Be a good boy now, Skillet, and go put your shoes on. 
Sometimes I did and sometimes | didn’t, but Mom never scolded. 
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Slipping deftly into the jeans and quickly running my comb through my 
hair, I dash into the kitchen, looking back to make sure I don’t run into the 
old lady. 

Carefully, and with some effort, I ease my way through the mid-morning 
traffic. The big white sign up ahead says True Way Baptist Church and right 
beside it there is a cleaners and a pool room. Everyone is busy. Nobody 
seems to care what is happening. The Salvation Army Volunteer is busy try- 
ing to get nickels and dimes from the old men as they leave the pool room. 

Realizing that the streets have gotten narrow and bumpy, I slow down in 
order to miss the young girl as she bumps and grinds down the street. She 
looks so young. Pulling up to the curb, I maneuver up to the sign that 
flashes out its beckoning call: Biltimore. It says it haltingly, several of its 
neon lights now missing like an old man who has lost some teeth. 

‘‘Come here a minute,’’ I say to the bumper and grinder, rather loudly 
but with an air of confidence. Where are you going? 

‘‘Why do you want to know, handsome?’’ she asks knowingly as she 
walks teasingly up to me. 

Slowly, and with an air of confidence, | lead her into the old hotel, its 
walls nearly crumbling from close behind me. 

I’ll be back soon, Miss Scott. Mom called this morning. She told me to 
be good. She said she wanted me to be real good. 

As I drive down the street, the sun shines brightly seemingly telling me 
that everything will be OK. The people seem to be so unconcerned, so non- 
chalant. Everyone is doing his own thing. The radio is trying to tell me 
something. Between watching the road and observing the people on the 
sidewalk, I can vaguely hear the song. What’s it saying? Something about 
a honky tonk woman. 
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As we go into the dimly lit room, the bumper and grinder walks slowly 
over to the dull mirror. Sitting down quietly and now slightly nervously, I 
begin to untie my shoelaces. ‘‘ What’s your name?’’ I ask, this time 
humbly. ‘‘ My name is Milton. ’’ 

‘‘Peaches,’’ she says sweetly as she surveys my body which is now com- 
pletly uncovered. ‘‘Don’t be nervous, honey. I’m not going to hurt you. ’’ 

‘Guess what, Peaches. I talked to my mother today. She told me to be 
good. I promised her I’d be good, Peaches. You look so good.’’ 

By this time Peaches has undressed. I can see that she is well endowed, 
but I don’t feel anything. 

‘*You sure are handsome, big boy,’’ she says teasingly and invitingly as 
she caresses the back of my neck. ‘‘You just don’t worry. I am going to 
make you feel good. You'll feel better when you leave.’’ 

‘‘Do you really like me, Peaches? Do you really think I’m handsome? 
Where did you get a name like Peaches,’’ I sputter much too fast for her to 
answer. ‘‘I don’t feel so good, Peaches. Please make me feel better. Please 
let me be good.’’ 

As the tears begin to fall, Peaches begins to whisper soothingly in my ear 
as she skillfully massages my back. ‘‘Peaches, you know you look 
something like my mother. She always made me feel so good when | 


cried.’’ 

By this time I am fully aroused. I have suddenly become an agressive 
man. Rushing into the act of sex, I am soon spent. As the tears fall like tor- 
rents of rain, I can hear myself say, ‘‘I was good, wasn’t I, Mom? I was 
real good. ”’ 

And as | slowly drift into a deep sleep I hear Peaches’ sweet voice softly 
saying, ‘Yes, Milton, you sure were good. You were real good.’’ 
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The Average Man 
Ernest Walker, II] 


Hopelessly the averge man 
Advances through the darkness of the jungle 
Toward the light. 


If he were a more logical man 

Perhaps he would not care to search for such a distant star. 
Or if he were a more valient man 

Perhaps he could conquer his fears. 

But nevertheless, the average man 

Advances toward an ever remote light. 


Perhaps if he were a more deceitful man 

He would steal the light form those fortunate few 

Who had been in it’s presence for a mere moment. 

Or if he were a more devout man 

he could kneel and pray in the crawling darkness. 

But still, the average man trods the unbeaten path toward 


the tauting light. 


If he were a more universal man 
He could find it within himself. 
Or if he were an immortal man 


He could be the light. 


But nevertheless the average man advances 
Through the ultra-obscurity of the wilderness 
Toward a seemingly intangible star 

That average men never find. 
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Hull of an Unpredictable Junk 
Michael Lee King 


YOU 
You, I’m thinking of 
I think of 
I’ve thought of 
It’s You I'll always think of. 
... I’m asleep, 
dreaming of you now. 
If only touch you—I could 
I would 
Hope I will 
Wish my hope 
Will come true 
To LOVE you. 
Beautiful my love—You are 
I reminisce for a competitor 
Extinct they’ve become 


Your smile beckons my love-kiss 
Though know it—you not 
Your Being, your existence 
Both—they fascinate me 
Innersphere of you, I long myself to acquaint 
Individual uniqueness, personality, 
Oh my lovechild, 
Magnificent you are 
Lucky I am, of you to dream. 


If, when, where, inside you I’ll be 
My love, my life, my love child 
to reality I’ll see 
mine you'll be 


To do 
Done 
Did 
I will 
Have 
Has wanted 
Had. 


You, you young magnificent . . . 
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. . .Um, what time is it. 


I feel like I’ve slept for days. I cant’t even remember my dream. Or maybe I 


didn’t dream last night. Anyway I’m late for class . . . 


. . .1 got up from bed, stretched, yawned and went to the bathroom. 


As I opened the door the ususal whiff of toothpaste and the after-heat 
from a hot shower struck me hard, directly in my face. Evidently my 
housemate, Willie Caffey, had beaten me to the draw this time. We have 
always tried to see who would get into the bathroom first every morning. 
The loser would have to wash the days dishes. Up until now for almost a 
year Willie had been washing the dishes, so I figured it wouldn’t hurt me to 
give him a break. But it did strike me as being very strange to 
oversleep—two hours anyway. 

I went on into the bathroom, undressed, turned the shower on, and 
jumped in, only to find out that I had not turned the hot water on. Here it 
was about sixty-five degrees inside the apartment and fourteen degrees on 
the outside. One thing was for sure—no one had to request that I remove 
my humanoid figure from under the shower. I practically ran out of the 
thing. 

ee about two feet from the shower and trembled from the chill of the 
water for what seemed to be a minute. After I became ‘straight’ I got back 
into the shower—by this time the water was just right. 

I picked up my family-size bar of Dial soap and began to lather myself 
down. 

In about ten minutes I was out of the shower brushing my teeth. Ten 
minutes more and | was back in my room putting on my jeans. 

I fumbled in my closet for a couple minutes trying to decide what shirt | 
wanted to wear. Finally, I decided to get a tee-shirt out of my drawer and 


wear a pull-over sweater on top of it. 
At last I was ready to go but I couldn’t remember what it was I was sup- 


- posed to remember, so I told myself, evidently it wasn’t important. 


I got my book bag and what few books I did have, went outside and got 
into my father’s Chevy Impala which he was letting me drive back and forth 


| to school until I had a chance to have my car worked on. 
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This car of my father’s was one of a kind. Everything about it worked at 
its own leisure. For the entire period that I drove this car I never achieved ‘a 
driver is the boss’ type of relationship with it. It was always a ‘you give me 
time, or walk. I’m tired’ type of relationship. 

I never was sure whether or not it would ever start, or if it did start, 
whether it would continue to operate. 

I remember one day I was on my way to Salisbury—which is my 
hometown—from Durham, the city in which the school I attend, North 
Carolina Central University, is located. I was riding along smoothly, bounc- 
ing up and down with one of Earth, Wind and Fire’s latest hits when sud- 
denly the radio went blank. 

I tampered with it for a couple of minutes but nothing ever happened. 
About the time I had gotten out of range of the radio station I had been 
listening to, the radio came back on. Only this time it was playing a 
country-western tune. 

It was misery for my hearing receptacles, but until I moved the dial to 
another station it seemed like the old Chevy had stretched out and begun to 
relax. Evidently this was her type of music. 

The steady stream of royal-bluish smoke that constantly filled the inside 
of the car made my eyes burn and water and the heat that accompanied it 
caused dirty sweat to skate down my cheeks. 

I would have abandoned this irresponsible hull of a hunk of an unpredic- 
table junk, but it was my only form of long distance transportation. So, | 
had to suffer the inconveniences the best way I could. 

I put my keys into the ignition, turned on the power source and cranked 
the car by pushing a white button which my father had rigged under the 
dashboard on the left-hand side of the steering column, at the bottom. 
Ginie—a name which I give everything that reacts in a feminine man- 
ner—cranked up admirably, but she wasn’t ready to start the small journey 
which I had planned for her earlier. 

After Ginie had been idling for seven minutes, I put her in reverse and 
commenced to back out of my drive, but she coughed, spurtted, jerked and 
died. Presumably she was trying to tell me that she was not ready to be 
moved from her place of rest. 
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As a compromise, I cranked her up again and permitted her to idle for ten 
minutes more. Finally, we were on our way, me and my father’s irresponsi- 
ble hull of a hunk of an unpredictable junk. 

After I had gotten to school, which was six blocks away, it took me 
about fifteen minutes to find a parking space. 

I got out of the car, locked my books inside, unlocked the door, retrieved 
them, and only then began the six-block jog to my Harmony class. 

As | approached my for-so-long-awaited destination, my mind was filling 
with childishly evil thoughts, all directed towards my father’s hull of a hunk 
of an unpredictable junk. I vowed to get even with that inhuman junkyard 
reject. 

Re I approached the music building, I began to feel a little light headed, 
and suddenly big, cold balls of chilling sweat drops began to—tried to—roll 
down my face but were frozen before they got started. 

I didn’t know what was wrong with me besides the fact that I was very 
frustrated at myself for being late to class and at my father’s hull of a hunk 
of an unpredictable junk for causing me to be even later. 

As I stepped inside the front entrance of the music building, I felt a great 
bump on the top of my head. Somebody—but who?—had dropped a 
violin—case and all—on me from two flights up. 

| heard someone holler as the thing hit me, but it was too late. By that 
time I was suffering from a state of daylight darkness, heavily concentrated 
with pain and an instant urge to get revenge on whoever had been so clum- 
sy, arkward, and stupid. 

I found out later that I had been out cold for five minutes. 

When I came to I didn’t know whether or not I was swimming in a mud 
puddle or if my head was nailed to a cross. The pain, the driving per- 
cussiveness of that one, almost fatal blow made my head feel like Billy 
Cobham was playing a six-four feel on top of a nine-eight rhythm pattern 
on his trap set at the climax of one of his jazz career’s climactic concerts. My 
head was throbbing in double time as if it feared pain might become extinct. 
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The wider I opened my eyes, the worse or, might I say, the better Billy 
Cobham performed. But as I began to focus my vision— more out of cur- 
riosity than any overwhelming need—a vision of loveliness began to form 
above, and the more focused my sight became, the more sensitive I seemed 
to become to rare beauty, warmth, caring and innocense. 

Finally, I was able to focus enough to distinguish between the walls of 
the Music Building and the frightfully beautiful female standing over me. 

As I looked into her eyes, I realized that the mad bomber on whom I had 
just swom eternal vengeance was also this most beautiful cure for a 
headache I had ever seen. . . 


. . . Into her eyes—looked—I did 
Saw—innocense— an angel 
Transfixed—we did—our eyes. . . 

. . . Each other’s soul—looked—we did 
The good—the bad—the undeveloped 
This and more—within—we saw 
Time—went—oh yes, oh yes 
The pain—went—oh yes, oh yes 
We—went—oh yes, oh yes 
My bedroom—did we—oh yes, oh yes 
Scream—of passion—oh yes, oh yes 
Moan—of joy—oh yes, oh yes, 

Her first—ever—oh yes, oh yes 
Make love—one to the other—oh no, oh no 


In my father’s ‘‘Hull of An Unpredictable Junk. ’’ 
my REVENGE. 
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I Said I’d Never Hurt Again . . . I Lied 
Vivian Taylor 


I said I’d never hurt again 
After a frequent relationship I had 


I said I’d never fall in a love again 
After a frequent relationship I had 


I met a guy that was definitely on the one 

When we spent time together, we had so much fun 
I usually went over to his place 

Where we had privacy, time, and space 

Tonight he phoned and said to me 

‘Don’t bother to come over because 

| want to come over to your place for a change.’’ 

I said, ‘‘O.K., Sweetheart. I love you.’’ 


| waited. I waited. I waited. . . 


But he still didn’t come. 
I picked up the phone and started to dial, 


~ But I realized I was putting my trust on trial. 
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I flunked the test of trust 

Because I called him anyway. 

Just the thought of dialing his number 
Made me feel so happy and gay 
She answered the phone and said, 
‘‘He’s very busy tonight.’ 

I said, “‘Thankyou.’’ 

But the tears I could not fight. 

I cried. I cried. I cried. . . 

Until I was blinded by tears. 

I wished I was in Africa or 
California, or maybe even Algiers. 


I said I’d never hurt again 
After a frequent relationship I had. 


I said I’d never fall in love again 
After a frequent relationship I had. 


I fell in love again. 
I HURT again. 
But most of all... 


I LIED. 
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A Beautiful Night 


What a beautiful night 

Dancing and eating by candlelight 
The act of holding hands 

Gazing in each other’s eyes 

And seeing the moon and stars 
And the peaceful billowy sea 


Walking to the car 

And embracing each other 

And feeling the sensation of being close 
Such a sensation that 


Only you and I share 


Finally arriving home 

The last tender moments to share 

A tingle of sadness is sighted 

At the thought that departing is near 


The touching of our hands 
The craving in our eyes 
The yearning for time to be tranquil 


Our surrounding 
Still and dark 
Accompanied by the stars 


Creating a night for predistinate delight 
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My Friend 
(In Memory of Dr. Martin Luther King) 
Delton Eatmon 


I lost a friend the other day; 

I never really met him; 

But I know he was my friend; 
He taught me how to feel; 

But even more important; 

He taught me how to believe; 
To believe in a dream; 

And to make it come true; 

He was an ordinary looking man; 
Much like you and me; 

But he had a very special message; 
Which he spread to all people; 


And that message was love. 


“. .. we’re coming out” 
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Your Love Is the Spark In My Heart 
Effie M. Steele 


God is my everything, with out him 
there would be no me; 
And you are the ‘Spark in My Heart,’ 
you gave me a chance to be part of ‘we.’ 


Jesus owns my soul and God allows 
me to live, 

You are the one that showed me that 
I too have something to give. 


Your love for me came at a time when | 
needed it most 

And I feel we are already one, and of 
that I silently boast. 


You loved me for myself, the person you 
knew I was on the inside; 

As much as | might try, from you there 
is nothing I can hide. 
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Your voice, strong yet so gentle, on the 
other end of the phone, 

When I have wanted to give up, has 
inspired me to go on. 


Your love has livened up my days, and 
kept my life from being boring, 


It has motivated me to not just exist, 


but to look up and keep right on going. 


Your love helps me make it through the 
lonely nights, 

And makes me aware that I’ve still got 
some rights: 

To be loved and cared for and the same 
I should share 

For me, your love has taught me what it 
really means to care. 


Your love sustains me when friends turn 


their backs on me. 
You have helped to release the anchor to 
my soul, my husband to be. 
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Sometimes It’s Alright 
Leslie Hill 


‘‘And we . . .’’ Reverend Teel roared as he paused to wipe the beady, 
rain-like drops of sweat from his forehead. 

“I said . . . and WE must change our wicked ways TODAY! NOT .. . I 
said NOT tomorrow but TODAY. For if we wait any longer it will surely 
mean we're all gonna burn in HELL!!! 

As Reverend Teel ended his sermon, St. John’s seemed to sing out his 
last warnin’ repeatedly. Even the stained glass windows appeared to be rat- 
tlin’ to let us know the Reverend wasn’t jokin’. At this point all of the 
children, including myself, stopped our usual play. Even James, the town 
bully who knows how to curse, stopped throwin’ spitballs at the Deacons 
and became very quiet as his last spitball fell silently to the oak floor. Being 
quiet just wasn’t enough for me; I also had to slide down in the seat until 
only the top of my favorite white ribbon could be seen, tied upon my braid. 
It wasn’t so much the shoutin’ and pattin’ of the feet that worried me, but 
moreso what Reverend Teel had said: ‘‘We’re all gonnal burn in hell’’. 

By now the New Hope Choir had begun singin’ ‘‘I’m Going Over 
Yonder,’’ and I could tell Grandma was gettin’ happy as her limber, wiry 
hands kept time to their harmonizin’ and her silvery head swayed from side 
to side. But I wasn’t singin’. And I wasn’t clappin’ my hands. Hell. I never 
could understand why if we went to hell we had to BURN. It seemed like it 
would be punishment ’nough just bein’ underground with all those snails 
and worms. Why did we have to BURN? It was hard bein’ good. There 
was so many things you had to ’member not to do. . . like cursin’. Cursin’ 
was the one thing I knew I could go to hell for. 
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After all the singinprayinsavinblessinandhandshakin was over, Grandma | 
and I started for home. With a Bible in one hand and a cane—carved by 
Blind Tom—in the other, Grandma strutted down Fifth Street like a | 
peacock among quails. I ‘member that evenin’ Grandma got at Parker and | 
Taylor about talking about my momma as if it happened yesta’day . . . 

Once when I went to the store for a slab of fatback to put in the collards 
Grandma had on the stove, I overheard Parker and Taylor sittin’ out front 
by the wood heater playin’ checkers with bottle caps, talkin’ about my ma. 
I gave them a funny look, but I didn’t say nothin’. However, when I got 
out of Old Man Luke’s store—my feet carried me like the wind home so I 
could tell Grandma what they said. I didn’t realize until after I told her just 
how mad she could become. It seemed like all the old bones in Grandma’s 
body just rejuvenated themselves because she moved around the house 
lookin’ for her walkin’ shoes and coat like a woman of twenty. Even the 
slight hump in her back seemed to disappear as she hurried out the door, 
head held high and walkin’ cane in her hand. I stayed in the kitchen, put the 
white meat in the pot of collards, and kept my eyes on the window lookin’ 
for Grandma. 

By the time Grandma returned, I had set the table, and we sat down to 
eat in silence. Her youthfulness had disappeared as quickly has it had ap- 
peared. Now she seemed much older, as if that one act of courage she had 
just completed took all of the strength she had left in her deteriorating body. 
I guess I’ll never find out what happened, but . . . I think Grandma cursed 
them out. , 
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Alas, Poor Yorick! 


From the darkness of the 
pit I gaze into the deep 
stare of my speechless one, 
his once white color now 
a golden glow. 


The smiling, but subtle appearance 
tends to relax but tense you at 
the same time, while you 

repulse from his oh so natural 
state. 


We all are this, but none 
are now, although we shall soon 


Dares 2x 
And so I hope it won’t be so, 


1 know in essence it’s 
you... and me. 
How gruesome you are my one- 


time friend. 
I liked you much better before. 


You silly brain casket, I’m so 
tired of your forever silence. 


Speak . . . No. Don’t say a word. 


You couldn’t now if you tried. 


I tell you, my friend, it’s a 
sad state youre in. 


Times were much better before you died. 


82 


J. D. Moton 


83 Ex Umbra 


Moods 
Darryl B. Williams 


You gave 
You shared 
And yet you know 


You loved 


You cared 
And still you doubt 


I gave 
I shared 


And now you feel 


I loved 
I cared 
I definitely know 


You hope 
You cry 


You complain, too 


You obey 
You explain 


but still you doubt 


I explain 
I confide 
But there’s no solution 


You argue 
I disagree 
You make me sick 


I’m tired 
You’re tired 
And now we end 
A long drawn out 
Relationship that 
Never had to begin 
. . . All the mystical wonders of moods. 
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A Tribute To The Afro-American Woman 
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Isaiah Singletary, Jr. 


On the slaveships, in chains, you journeyed with me 
To a shore far distant from home. 

You watched and you cried as millions died 

And they fed them to fishes to eat. 

There was not enough food or room to sleep, 

Our misery and suffering were great. 

At times through it all you managed to smile 

And find ways to comfort me. 


Life was even harder in the strange new land 
They destroyed the bonds of a family. 

Husbands and wives were sent seperate ways, 
Their children sent other ways still. 

You watched as they made me a beast of burden, 
And make me feel less than a man. 

They wept as they pillaged your daughters. 
Countless times I tried to escape, 

But each time I came back in chains. 


Then came the time they told us they’d freed us, 

Our lot not much better to be. 

Though the chains were removed no condition improved, 
We went from being bound to being tricked. 

As things grew worse and I could take no more, 

I decided to leave you alone, 

Not thinking of you and the children we had, 

I left you the problems to solve. 


But somehow, some way, from deep down within 

You found the strength to go on. 

You raised all our children without me, their father, 
And managed to keep all together. 

It’s actions like these that kept us alive, 

And helped our race survive. 

The debts I owe I can never repay, 

To the Afro-American woman. 

With love and respect I can never forget, 

My mother, and my sister, my wife, my daughter. 
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I Could Never Tell You 
Kermit Bailey 


I could never tell you 
moments and dreams 

I wished you. 

To be touched by hands 
Only felt by the wind 
Looked—in eyes 

Blinded 

Never opened 

Seeing only through visions of a confined world. 
Dreams built of crystal, 

so delicate. 

Shattered. 

I could never tell you 

All the love I wished you. 
Fantasy in a paradise 
Never to be seen 

By eyes unwilling to move. 
Love. 
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Moments. 

Dreams 

Which could bring visions of abstract in focus 
so clear, 

vivid, 

Explicit perfection. 

Flee you would. 

The wind wisking you in its’ arms 
Like an eagle taking prey. 

Feelings unveiled 

Provide strength for the weak 

And those who pride control of feeling 
Snap 

Like tree limbs housed in ice. 

Flee you would 

Instinctual fear 

Preservation of the well constructed bars of your realm. 
I wished you 

A momment 

A dream 

A Love 

So perfect 

I could never tell you 
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. . . Among the Thorns 


Isolated stretches of windswept beach 
Cold, spectral mists fleeing before 
the Dawn; 
A roar of mighty waves lapping ominously 
at shore, evil portent of 
coming maelstrom, 
Cheap facades of forgotten loves; 
Weathered skeletons of times 
long extinct, 
buried, perchance, 
in a blackened abyss; withered skeins 
of thistledown and thyme exist in 
endless drift, 
Desolation’s bosom yields a rose; sprung 
gently, delicately, aimdst Time’s 
transient visage; 
subtle color 
bows to more poignant hue; petals quiver- 
hint sweetly, shyly, of 


dreams anew... . 
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Nothing But A Feelin’ 


Victoria Torian 


It ain’t nothin’ but a feelin’. The lovin’ feelin’. 
It’s nature, It’s natural. A natural feelin’. 
You can get it anywhere. It’ll come anytime. 
Sometimes it’s the wrong time. 
It might come on a rainy Friday mornin’ 
And make you late for your job. 
But better the feelin’ at the wrong time than 
the right time and no feelin’. 
The lovin’ feelin’ ain’t got no respect for time, place or nobody. 
Sometimes it’s the wrong somebody, but better 
the wrong Body than no feelin’ for no Body. 
And it don’t take nothin’ for the feelin’ to come. 
An Indian summer evenin’. A January afternoon. 
Salmon cakes and grits. The line from the night 
or years before. 
An as for a used water bed. The fuzz on a Georgia peach. 
Some git it from a rainbow, a persimmon. 
a sunset. A moonrise. A wave. 
A country road—miles. Milestones. A wildflower. 
Then again, the smell of rain or the sound will do it. 
Sometimes you can actually feel the feelin’ comin’. Sometimes you can’t. 
Sometimes it just comes. Let it come. 
Come on ‘wid’ it. Love the feelin’. Love the love. 
Love is the healer. The doctor feelgood. 
Put a little sugar in your bowl. Put a little 
heart in your soul. 
Don’t fight the feelin’. The lovin’ feelin’ takes the blues out—the rain- 
bow. 
The bitter out—the greens. The E out of evil. 
Don’t fight it. Feel it. The feelin’ is magic. The feelin’ is the magician. 
Keep the magic. Don’t fight the magic. 
Feel it. Feel the feelin’ comin’? Feel 
like you wanna make love. Don’t fight. 
Let it come. Git it on. Come on. 


WANNA? (yes) 
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Why Do I Love You? 
(Dedicated to Mr. William Chester Lanier) 


I love you because you are you, maybe because you’re faithful, dedicated, 
and true. 

I love you because you are sweet, fine, and very neat. 

I love you because you make me laugh; you say such funny things on my 
behalf. 

I love you because you make me cry, not by physical means, but because 
youre not sneaky and sly. 

I love you because you make me happy; you bring out the best in one, you 
see. 

I love you because you’re smart, to have someone like me always in your 
heart. 

I love you because you don’t try to take advantage of me; we don’t play 
games, do we? 

I love you because you’re a man, there is no touch of a little boy in you, 
you re my fan. 

I love you because you’re always there when | need you, to hold me, 
soothe me, assure me in everything I do. 

I love you because no unreasonable demands, you simply give respectful 
commands. 

I love you because you’re a perfect lover, we both satisfy each other. 

I love you because you make me feel fine, especially when we get intimate, 
oh, it’s heavenly divine! 

I love you because you’re unique, a once-in-a-lifetime dream that every 
woman seeks. 

I love you more and more with each passing day, more than words could 
ever say. 

I love you because you are a part of me, we’re inseparable, we always will 
be. 

I love you, not because you’re mine, I don’t own you and you don’t own 
me, although we are entwined. 

When the day comes that you love me so dear, I’ll walk down the aisle and 
become Mrs. William Chester Lanier! 
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LAm:.: 
Wanda Long 


Beautiful; in every way. 

Loving; to those who love me. 

Hateful; don’t cross my path and not smile. 
Understanding; with complete sincerity. 
Intelligent; still there’s more to learn. 

Sexy; Believe that? No? Watch me work! 
Religious; God is on the one. 

Strong; NOBODY puts me on shaky ground. 
Serious; games are for kids. 

Forgiving; not forgetful! 

Superior; to no one! 


| am many things with many needs 

That aren’t being filled. 

Fret not my friend. I don’t! Why? Because 
1 AM!! 
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Our Obligation to Dr. King 
Kelvin DeBary Reid 


If one could compare our obligation to Dr. King, it would be somewhat 
similar to a Christian’s obligation to Christ. 


Love for your fellowman and help for the one in despair are things Jesus 
taught. And love for all men and help for the one in despair are among the 


many things Dr. King sought. 


Jesus Christ was critized for his efforts to diminish hypocrisy. Isn’t it very 
much like the unearned criticism Dr. King received from the ethnocentric 
whites for trying to diminish racism. 


Dr. King stood up for the rights of people who wouldn’t stand for 
themselves, perhaps without Dr. King many of us would be as a pigeon 
without wings. 


So one could say our obligation to Dr. King is to be humble, but very ac- 
tive—meaning get out and vote, let people know how we feel and finally 
we should help and comfort the people who face poverty everyday, and not 
only Dr. King but Jesus Christ also will be satisfied this way. 


“|. . We're coming out” 92 


Try to Understand 


Carnell Xavier Brame 


When you look my way with that magic in 
your eyes, and I stare back but you don’t 
know why—Try to understand. 


When you’re on my mind every single night 
and day, and I beg of you never ever 
to go away—Please try to understand. 


And when you hear those special words 

“I Love You’’, and don’t know whether to 
accept them as false or true, then I ask 

of you to—Please try and understand. 


You see Baby, you definitely have what I’ve been needing for so long, and I 
think | have what you need—I could be wrong. 


But then (how sad) we may never know, if I 
make the mistake of my life and let 


you go. 


So for the last time, I’m making it as clear 
as I can. Please try to understand that you 
are the very, very special woman meant 
for this very lonely man. 


. 
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The Renegade Knight 


When I was young and impressionable 
They would always tell me, 
‘“Never conquer ivory towers, 
Rescue damsels in distress, 
Or slay fire-beathing dragons. 
For all that is, is not what it seems to be.’’ 
But listen did 1? 
No. 


I planted my tree of subsistency, 
Blossoming in springs 
Breathing in summers 
Shedding in autumns 
Dormant in winters 

And when my tree was grown 

I set out to seek my fortune. 


I conquered my ivory tower, 
Rescued my distressed damsel, 
And slayed my fire-beathing dragon. 
And to my surprise, 
I found them quite correct. 
For you see 
Ivory towers have landlords, 
Damsels are but rouge and arrogance, 
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And fire-breathing dragons get but seven miles to the gallon. 


And all that is, is not what it seems to be. 
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Mommy 
Patricia Hicks 


I love you 

And I miss you 

You never leave my thoughts. 

I place you on a pedestal 

That touches the gates of heaven. 

You made me what I am 

And without you I would not be. 

Thank you for bringing me into the world. 
You did not have to, 

This I realize. 

You did not have to keep me, 

Feed me, 

Love me. 

This I realize, 

But you did. 

You loved me 

And I return that love. 

My love for you is so great 

It could touch hell’s heart. 

You made me what I am today, 

What I will be tomorrow. 

For you I would give my soul. 

Never in time has there been one like you, 
I am glad I was born from your womb 
Because now we are one from the same part. 
Nothing, even death can remove you from me 
Or I from you. 

We are bonded for eternity 

Mother and Daughter. 

That thought is comforting to my soul. 
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I Have Feelings Too 
Montrenia Stokes 


Why did you say you love me? 
I have feelings too. 
Did you think I wouldn’t find 
out about you and your other woman? 
Yes, you really must have forgotten 
that I have feelings too. 
She was so nice and pretended to 
be my friend, always asking about you. 
It’s too late but I now realize 
what she wanted. I should have known, 
it was you she was after. 
Oh yes my love I cared for you 
and respected your feelings. 
But still you have forgotten that 
I have feelings too. 
I hate to do this but I must 
even though it doesn’t matter to you. 
I have to let you go sweetheart. 
I just can’t take it any longer. 
I was told you no longer care 
for me. It could be a rumor but 
I believe it’s the truth. 
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